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" ... cloudy and colder today, high about thirty-five. Snow likely
tonight and tomorrow, lows in the mid-twenties, highs in the low
thirties ... "
Lynne clicked the radio off and jammed a Streisand cassette into the
tape deck. It was snowing lightly and traffic on the expressway was
crawling. Why hadn't she taken the train? At this rate, it would be noon
before she made it to the office. And today, of all days, when they were
supposed to meet with the client on that new Texas account. She shifted
impatiently into gear, inched the tiny sports car forward a few feet, and
then stopped. The road was wet, and cars were bumper to bumper. /
Jerking the gear shift angrily into neutral, she rammed up the volume on I
the car stereo. "They'll just have to start the meeting without me," she
thought.
#
"I'm sorry our Ms. Garrett isn't here to show you this work herself,
Mr. Jackson." Larry Kirk was stumbling all over himself in an attempt
to appear apologetic. "But I can show you the sample scripts myself, and
I'm sure she'll be here shortly to answer any questions you might have."
Breathlessly, Larry tugged a handkerchief from his coat pocket and
nervously began to wipe his plump, pink face.
Jackson leaned back in the swivel chair and tossed the sheaf of
papers across the narrow table. "1 don't think that will be necessary, Mr.
Kirk," he drawled. "These look good enough to me. This Garrett
woman is one hell of a writer, that's for sure."
Larry smiled and looked relieved. "Yes, Garrett is one of our
best." He glanced at his watch. "And she's usually very punctual."
Jackson stood up. "Well now, I can always meet the lady
tomorrow." He smiled broadly. "I think we're going to be seeing a lot of
each other, Mr. Kirk."
Larry was beaming. "Yes sir, Mr. Jackson, whatever you say." He
glanced at his watch again. "I don't know what could be keeping Ms.
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Garrett. But! guess we'd better go. I want you to meet Mr. Bernelli."
"Bertelli? And who might that be?"
"Bernelli, Mario Bernelli. He's a producer with Windy City Sound,
the studio that's handling all the music and production for this ad
campaign. Mr. Bernelli will be working quite closely with Ms. Garrett
and myself in this entire operation."
#
Lynne finally made it to the offices of Bradenton and Kirk
Advertising around ten-fifteen, missing Larry and Jackson by about ten
minutes. As usual, the phone was ringing in her office and Marci , her
secretary, was nowhere to be seen.
"Yes'! Hello. Lynne Garrett speaking," she sputtered breathlessly
into the phone.
"Brian! What are you doing, calling me at work? You're supposed
to be in court." She tossed her briefcase on the desk and -began
. struggling to remove her coat with one hand while juggling the phone
with the other.
"Honey, there's no way I can meet you for lunch today. I got hung
up in traffic and just got in and I missed the meeting with the client from
Texas. Besides, I've got tons of work to do, and Larry would have my
head if I told him I'm taking a long lunch with my husband. He's
probably going to shoot me anyway for missing the meeting." She
plopped into the big chair behind the desk.
"I'rn sorry too, Babe, but there's no way today. Okay, I'll see you
later. Yeah, me too. Bye."
Lynne hung up the phone with a sigh. The receptionist had said
Larry and Jackson had just left for the production studio, so they
wouldn't be back for awhile. In the meantime, she'd better get some
work done. She clicked on the typewriter, and sat leafing through pages
of copy while it hummed softly. "All right," she muttered. "I hear you.
Trying to tell me to get to work, huh?" Chuckling, she inserted a blank
page in-the machine and began to peck away.
Lynne had been typing industriously for some time, when the door
to her office flew open and Larry stormed in.
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"Garrett! Where in the hell were you this morning?!" His nor-
mally pinkface was turning even redder. "You were supposed to be here
at nine o'clock for the meeting with Jackson. I had to run the whole
damned thing by myself!"
Lynne's head jerked up, her fingers poised in mid-air. "Calm down,
Larry. I got hung up in traffic and didn't get in un til after ten. I'm sorry I
couldn't make the presentation." She leaned forward on the typewriter
and smiled. "But it sounds like you didn't need me. Marci told me that
Jackson bought it."
Larry was beginning to regain his normal color. "Yeah ," he smiled,
"I guess you didn't need to be here. Your copy sold itself. Jackson gave us
the go-ahead, and we're to start as soon as possible."
Lynne clicked off the typewriter. "I'm just about finished with this
stuff for Bergner's. If you want, I can start the Jackson campaign this
afternoon."
"That would be great," said Larry. "First of all, you're going to
have to get together with our producer, so you might as well do that
today."
"Yeah, sure. So who are weworking with this time?"
"Windy City Sound. A guy by the name of Berne IIi's going to be our
producer. I told him to expect you over today or tomorrow."
Lynne sank back in her chair, a shocked expression on her face.
"Bernelli? Not ... Mario Bernelli .. ?"
"Yeah," Larry looked puzzled. "What's the matter? You know the
guy? Is he a lousy producer, or what?"
"No, no," said Lynne quickly. "He's a great producer."
"So ... what's the trouble?"
"Oh, no trouble," said Lynne. "He's just my ex-husband!"
"Your what?" yelped Larry. "I didn't know you'd been married
before!"
"It was a long time ago," said Lynne dryly. "As they say, I was
young and foolish."
"Well," said Larry, "you two are going to be working together now,
so I hope it was an amicable divorce."
"Actually, no. But I think I can handle it. I'll get over there as soon
as I finish this."
"That's great. And if you don't make.it back, I'll understand," he
grinned.
"If that's supposed to be funny, it's not working."
"Okay, okay. I'll see you later." He ambled out the door.
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Lynne leaned back and sighed. Working with Mario! He'd never
thought she was good enough to do any real work. Besides, her writing
was kid stuff, he said. Itwas the kind of stuff they printed in those two-
bit women's magazines. Wait until he found out she was writing for the
second largest advertising agency in Chicago, probably making more
money that he was! Wouldn't that be a blow to his precious male ego!
Lynne stood up and flicked a button on the desk intercom. "Marci,
I'm going over to Windy City Sound. If I'm not back by four, leave any
calls with my answering service and I'll get them at home."
"Yes, Ms. Garrett. Shall I call Mr. Bernelli and let him know you're
on your way over?"
"No, Marci, that won't be necessary," said Lynne, with a smile. "I
think he should be expecting me."
It was still snowing as Lynne pulled out of the parking garage, and
the street was getting slicker. "Damn." she thought, "This place would
be on the other side of town." As she eased the car into the street, her
mind again drifted back to Mario.
She'd told Larry it had been a longtime ago. But it hadn't.been that
long. She still had not forgotten how stubborn he was, or how foolish
she'd been. For five years she had been Mrs. Bernelli or Mario's wife, but
never just plain Lynne Bernelli. She had a college degree, but her
husband wouldn't allow her to use her skills. People did the craziest
things when they thought they were in love. But it had tinally reached
the point where love was not enough. Friends sometimes asked her if
she'd left Mario for another man. "No," she told them, "I left him for a
woman-me."
The orange sign in front said "Windy City Sound," but the place
didn't look much like a sound studio. Of course, none of the Chicago
studios were quite as impressive-looking as the ones in L.A. But it was
the quality of the finished product that was most important, and Mario
Bernelli was one of the best producers in town.
He is one of-the best, Lynne kept reminding herself as she strode
through the glass doors and paused to look around. She spied a
receptionist behind a glass panel at the end ofthe room.
"Excuse me. I'm Lynne Garrett from Bradenton and Kirk
Advertising. Can you tell me where to find Mr. Bernelli?"
The blonde behind the panel glanced up from her People magazine.
"Studio Three. Down that hall there and to your right."
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"Thanks." Lynne turned and started down the narrow hallway. On
either side were swinging doors with tiny windows. When she reached the
one marked Studio Three, she peered through the glass. The studio was
bare, except for an old grand piano. Seated at it, with his back to the
door, was a man wearing headphones and scribbling on some sheets of
music. Lynne slowly pushed open the door.
"Mr. Bernelli?"
The man at the piano took offthe headphones and turned around.
"Lynne!"
Lynne smiled. "Hello, Mario."
"Larry Kirk told me he'd be sending over the best writer in his
house to go over that Jackson campaign." He grinned. "I didn't know
he'd be so good-looking, though."
Lynne laughed. "Still the same old sexist, aren't you, Mario'?"
"Some things never change." He motioned toward an adjacent
stool. "Have a seat. Sorry they're not the most comfortable chairs that
we've got, but they're the only ones in here."
Lynne pulled the stool over and perched on the edge. "I knew you'd /
gone into business for yourself, but I didn't know that this was your
outfit." <,
"Yeah, this is it. It's all mine and the finance company's." Mario
leaned back against the piano. "We're no competiton for the Record
Plant yet, but we're doing all right. Say, from what I hear, you're doing
pretty good, too."
"It all depends. What do you hear'?"
"On Iy that you're the best damned writer at one of the biggest
agencies in town, and that some of your stuffs even gone national.
You've done some very impressive work, lady."
"I didn't think I'd ever hear Mario Bernelli say that."
"Huh r: said Mario. "Say what'?"
"That I could write." Lynne stood up and walked over to the sound
booth.
Mario twirled around on the piano stool. "Hey, I said some things
never change, but then again, some things do." He plu nked out a scale
on the piano. It echoed in the large empty room. "Sometimes we learn
from our mistakes."
Lynne was silent for several minutes, staring intently at Mario's
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reflection in the glass window of the sound booth. Then she turned
toward Mario and spoke. "Do we ... really?"
"Yeah, Lynnie. We really do." Mario smiled. "Did you hear, I'm
getting married next month? She's a really super girl, a model named
Gina Phillips."
"I'm happy for you, Mario."
"It took me a long time to get over you, you know." He was not
smiling now. "I thought I couldn't live without you. But I made it. And I
also realized what a fool I'd been to let you go in the first place. This time
I'm going to do it right. Gina's not giving up her career unless she wants
to."
"I'm glad to hear you've changed your views on working wives,"
Lynne.smiled wryly.
Mario laughed softly. "Let's just say I've mellowed in myoid age."
He picked up a pencil and began scratching in the margins of the music
before him.
"Mario?"
"Huh?" He looked up at Lynne, standing at the end of the piano.
"I'm realIy, truly glad things are going well for you now."
"Thanks Lynnie." His brown eyes searched her face, questioning.
"Things are good with you, too?"
Lynne nodded. "Things are very good with me." She smiled.
"I'm glad." Mario grinned. "Well, now that we've got that out of
the way, what do you saywe get to work, Ms. Garrett?"
Lynne picked up her briefcase and plopped it on the piano. "Sure
thing, Mr. Bernelli. Let'sgettowork!"
